




is banifhcd, 


fo fail* an eye 


Haili not fo grecne, 


, j ne mvjr jLamemamc \i 

Awliining mammetj in herfoftunes ten 
To anfwere,ilc not wed, I cannot lone: 

I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed, ile pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you (hall not Houfe with mee: 

Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I doc not vfe to ieft. 

Thurfday is necre, lay hand on heart, aduife, 

And you be mine, ile giue you to my friend, 

And you be not, hang, begge,ftaiue,dye i n the ftreets. 

For by my foulc, ile nere acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine (hall euer doc thee good: 

Truft too’t, bethinke you, ile notbeforfworne. 

Iulitt. Is there no pittie lining in the cloudes. 

That fees into the bottome of my griefe? 

O fweet my Mother caft mcnot away. 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke. 

Or if you doe not, make the Bridall bed 
In that dim Monument where Ttbalt lies. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for ile not fpeake a word. 

Doc as thou wilt for I haue done with thee. Pxit, 

lultet. OGod. OVurfe, how (hall this be pieuentcd? 
My husband is on earth, my faith in hcauen. 

How (hall that faith returne againc to earth, 

Vnleffe that husband fend it me from hcauen. 

By leauing earth: comfort me, counfaile me: 

A lacke, a lacke, that heauen (hould practice ftratagems 
Vpon fo foft a fubie<£t as my felfe. 

What faift thou, halt thou not a word of ioy? 
ome comfort Nurfe, 

Ttyr. Faith here it is, 'Borneo 
That he dares nere come backe to challenge you 
Or if he doe, it needs tnuft be my ftealch: 

Then fince the cafe fo Hands as now it doth 
thinke it bed you married with the C 
hees aloutly Gentleman: 
jaomeoi a diflaelout to him, an 
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As P4rw hath, befhrow my very heart, 

I thinke you are happy in this fee ond match, 

For it excels your firft, or if it did not, 

Yourfirft is dead, or twere as good he were* 

As liuing here and you no vfe of him. 

lm. Speakeft thou from thy heart? 

?i»r. And from my foule too, or elfc beffirew them both, 

l n. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

1 m. Well, thou haft comforted me maruailous much, 
GocTn.and sell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difpleafdc my Father, to Ltvmnee Cell, 
to make confcflion.and to beabfolu’d. 

Nmt. MarricI will, and this is wifely done. Exit, 

lu. Auncient damnation, O moft wicked fiend, 
h it more finneto wiftimethus forfworne, 

Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue. 

Which lhe hathpraifde him with aboue compare. 

So many thoufand times? GoeCounfellor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth (hall be twain*: 

Ile to the Frier to know his remcdic, 

Jfall elfe failc,my felfe haue power to die. 'Exit 
Enter Frier and Counties. 

Fri. On Thurfday fir, the time is veryftiort. 

P*. My father Capulet will haue it fo. 

And l am nothing flow to flacke his hafte, 

Fri You fay you doc not know the Ladiesminds - 
Vneuen is the courfe, I like it not, 

A L\ lm r mOC ! eratcly flle wct> P e * for Ttb * u * death. 

And therefore haue 1 little talke ofloue, 

XoiVcnu fmilcs not- in a houfe of tearcs 

S° VV £ r ’ her fathct coun « if dangerous * 

An j' l e dothgiue her forrow fo much fway: 

And m his wjfcdome hafts our marriage. 7 

sun.* ^P C inundation of he r tearcs. 

Which too much minded by her felfe alone 
bc P«t from her by fodetie. * 


